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ceremony of departure when the coach finally
rumbled away on the cobbles of the stable-yard;
he wondered whether Sarah and Henry had
attended and had barked; he could well imagine
the gathering of the estate people, headed by
Diggs and Wickenden, and probably reinforced
by all those stolid and unattractive children who
came to the Christmas tree. Dear Chevron!
thought Sebastian, suddenly and sentimentally
overcome by the smell of the camphor. He put
his hand into an unexplored pocket, half expect-
ing to find there the forgotten mask of his great-
grandmother.

Then he sat back again, reclined, and gave
himself up to the rhythm of his progress. It seemed
very slow, and stately, after the accustomed speed
of his motor. Life seemed suddenly to have slowed
up again. This drive in the coach was an experi-
ence ; a strange experience, in that the whole timing
of life seemed to have altered and to have gone
back to what once it was. There was no hurry; he
knew that when he drew near to Westminster
Abbey a way would be made for him. He thought
of PhiL Would she have taken a camp-stool, and
waited for hours among the crowd? Crowds, so
the papers told him, had been waiting all night,
though the crowds were not so great as had J>een
expected, a fact which was gravely explained by
the Times as owing to the popularity of picture-
palaces; why, asked the Times? should people wait
in the streets when they could see the sights that
evening for threepence? But Phil would not be